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Behind her was the guide who had extinguished the lantern
and lit a candle stuck to the boards between his feet. They
were in a tube of rock floored with water, so low that Theo
instinctively kept his head lower than it needed to be, so
narrow that there was no room to propel the boat with oars.
Pressing with his hands upon the wall on either side, the man
began to move it slowly forward.

Alec was right, Theo thought. This is indeed the realm
of gloomy Dis; and he wished there were a little more light
for him to look upon the fair face of his Proserpine. Huddled
in the cloak, with the candle behind her, she was nothing
but a black silhouette upon the pale yellow light that gleamed
fitfully upon the rocky walls sliding by. Her face was all but
invisible; there was not enough light to awaken a gleam
in her eye. But he noted with pleasure how the light caught
her hair, making it shine like fine-drawn gold wire.

He leaned towards her, and because of the utter silence
which his fortunate shilling had procured, a silence unbroken
even by the sound of a ripple, so gently was their guide
pushing the boat forward through the water, he asked in a
whisper: "You're not cold?'1

Elsie leaned her head towards his. Their foreheads
almost touched. " No," she said. " Thank you for bringing
the cloak."

Oh God J he thought. What agony this is 1 They were
closer together than he and Adela had been in the cab.
Now he understood the torture Adela had endured, under-
stood how the longing^ for phgioaJUtetich had overcome her
and caused her to press his ESid ujfon -her breast Beneath
his eye he could see Elsie's hands folded together like white
flowers in her lap. He longed to take them in his own. As
if divining his intention, she drew away, sat straight up, and
began to rub her hands together.

At the man's feet there was a box of candle-ends, and
now he lit one from the candle burning in the bottom of the
boat and stuck it, as they passed by, upon a rough ledge of
rock on his right hand- For years, down here in the darkness,
this performance had been going on, so that these ledges,
spaced here and there through the tunnel, on each of which
he reached out his hand to place a light, were encrusted
with thick grey gobbets of wick and wax, looking like twigs
and the slimy excreta of evil birds who nested in the dark-
ness. But soon the effect of these points of light, reaching